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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


HERE wasan ancient individual, a Scotch- 
man, we believe, whose name we have for- 
gotten, because we have read it so often, 

who once said: ‘Let me make the songs of a 
people, and I care not who makes their laws,’’ 
He probably uttered this remark simply for the 
purpose of having it quoted; but he was about 
right, for his day and generation. ‘Times have 
changed since then, however. It is no longer 
the songs of a people that voice their secret 
aspirations; their most sacred emotions. The 
public seeks literary excitement and esthetic 
nourishment in fiction. Give Puck the telling of 
the people’s stories and it is a matter of pro- 
found indifference to us who makes the laws 
that Governor Cornell vetoes up at Albany. 
But this, it seems, is a monopoly not yet ac- 
corded to us. We have made, it is true, a 
venture which may prove caviare to the par- 
ticular as well as pork-and-beans to the general; 
but the great need of a nineteenth century Don 
Quixote lies not ina field where we have no 
inclination, at present, to try our lance. 
* 





knowledge imparted in an agreeable manner is 
proverbial. No small boy ever forgot where 
the jam closet was, after having once satisfied 
himself of its existence by practical experi- 
ment ? 
small boy, enjoyment and iniquity are insepar- 
able. Were he required to eat preserves as a 
religious duty, it would be necessary to force 
jam down his throat with a hydraulic ram. Tell 
him that jam is one of the seven deadly sins, 
and he will make a corner in the canned berry 
market in a week. This rule applies to his atti- 
tude toward literature. The boy of to-day— 
we regret to say it; because we were much Let- 
ter boys in our time—the boy of to-day rejects 
Robinson Crusoe and Sir Samuel Baker, simply 
because the seal of virtue is set upon them. He | 
does not read even good old Captain Marryat; 
holding him somehow too moral for modern 
lights. 
a pretty tough cuntomer in the literary line. 





* * 
But what does he substitute, the youth of the | 





Yet few people realize that, with the | 


run to artistically-clothed immorality. He 
dives into the very sub-cellar of romance for his 
intellectual gratification; and we are beginning 
to believe that he does it less from any real in- 
clination than from clear, pure old original 
cussedness. What satisfaction, we ask our- 
selves, can a boy have in absorbing the adven- 
tures of “ Buckskin Ben, the Scout of the 
Sierras,’ after he has once perused “ Active 
Alf, the Avenger of the Alleghanies,”? and 
‘** Dug-out Dick, the Destroyer of Denver”’ ? 
One scout differeth not from another in glory. 
The study of their lives all leads to the same 
end—the purchase of the toy pistol; the theft 
of the maternal milk-tickets; the mad flight to 
the pathless wilderness two-miles-and-a-half 
from home; the arrest by the unsympathetic 
policeman; the subsequent Inquisition in the 
wood-shed. And yet the farce goes on. Veri- 
ly, give us the making of the fiction for the 
boys, and we care not who makes the legislative 


jobs. 
* 


Talking about an earlier generation, what a 
long time it seems since we used to hear the 
boys in the street singing: 

** May the Erooklyn Bridge be finished, 

If ever I cease to love.” 
It is but ten years, though. Still, ten years isa 
long time in the life of a commission appointed 
to build a bridge. If the slow progress of this 
highly ambitious work was a joke ten years ago, 
what is it now? Something very like a scandal, 
one would think. At present all labor seems to 
be at a stand-still because the commissioners, 
or whatever they may call themselves, can not 
find means to coerce a company that is trying 
to dodge its contract to supply the iron for the 
bridge. No one supposes that the commission- 
ers, individually, would permit business associ- 
ates to humbug them after this fashion; and it 
is not to be wondered at if an indignant public 
at last falls back upon a bad old pun, and asks 
indignantly if these supine gentlemen are wait- 
ing for more “steel”? ‘The accusation implied 
by the question may not be true; but it is quite 
natural. 


If there were not so much sympathy for the 
drunkard there would be less drunkenness. 
Our centre cartoon is not for the purpose of 
preaching a temperance lecture —if it do so 
incidentally so much the better—but to show 
that there is often mistaken charity towards 
men who are habitually inebriates, especially 
on the part of women, Some of this charity 
which the dear creatures so lavishly bestow on 


oo ; *. _ | such hopeless wretches, would often be much 
The readiness of the infant mind to acquire | 


more acceptable and Christian-like—we use the | 
expression in its conventional signification—if | 
applied to members of their own sex who may | 
have gone from the right path. But no! a, 
woman is rarely magnanimous enough to con- 
done the offence of another woman, while the 
most disreputable male brute in human form 
can ever find in her a friend. 
* 7 * 

It is to be hoped that the court-martial ap- 
pointed to try the soldier Mason for an outrage- 
ous breach of discipline in attempting to shoot 
Guiteau, will punish the man with the utmost 
rigor of military law. While it cannot be de- 
nied that the feeling against the brutal and 
crazy assassin Guiteau is very strong, and that 


_ had he been-caught red-handed by a mob he 


would surely have been killed, still, military dis- 


cipline must be preserved and the law must be | 
‘ : tbecon! pee deere | carried out. “This Sergeant Mason was put on 

n our day, we used to thin arryat | duty at the jail to guard the prisoner until the > 
He was there to up- | 


time came for his trial. 
hold the civil law, and yet, regardless of dis- 
cipline and order, he flagrantly disobeys the 


who have circulated subscription-lists for a tes- 
timonial to Mason and a petition for his pro- 
motion are both bad and dangerous citizens. 

* 


* * 
They are dangerous because they fail to un- 
derstand the true principles of justice and gov- 
ernment, and their proceeding is suggestive of 
anarchy and barbarism. Respect for the law 
is the chief feature of difference between civil- 
ization and savagery. If, because a great crime 
has been committed, the soldier Mason had to 
kill the author of it, he is as much a murderer 
as Guiteau would be if the President were to 
die, and Mason ought to suffer accordingly. 
Who appointed Mason judge, jury, accuser and 
executioner, that he should take the law in his 
own hands? We have too many citizens among 
us who are ready at all times to allow their feel- 
ings to run away with them and carry out their 
interpretation of the law themselves. This is 
why we read of so many brutal assaults, stab- 
bings and shootings; even in our most civilized 
cities. This is why lynchings are constantly 
taking place in the lawless West. It is true that 
law is not always justice; but, nevertheless, the 
law must be respected and upheld, or we shall 
become a nation of brigands and cut-throats, 
* 


* 
The President is, as we write, stilla very sick 
man, and to hope that his life will be spared is 
all that we can console ourselves with. Some 
of the newspapers, however, adopt a remark- 
able course in the matter. While professing a 
great desire for his recovery, they seem to wish 
him to do anything else but that. They never 
tire of accusing the doctors of publishing false 
statements of cooking the bulletins, and of 
misleading the public generally. When a little 
change for the better has been announced, the 
newspapers referred to seemed actually to re- 
sent the favorable reports; they would not have 
them at any price, and were quite sure that 
something was being concealed. 


* * 
Wheh, on the other hand, the reports have 
been less favorable, these bright journals would 
come out with: ‘‘ There! we always said so; 
we told you so—we knew it from the first.” 
While the zeal of such papers is to be admired, 
it strikes us that they do not quite understand 
the temper of the public in pursuing this course. 
The people want to know from day to day how 
the President is—they do not wish this informa- 
tion given as if the doctors now attending the 
patient were a band of conspirators who had 
| resolved to murder him secretly. We have had 
enough of this nonsense. As. all the adults in 
the United States are not doctors, we must de- 
pend on the President’s doctors, and, if they 
are able and trustworthy men in their profes- 
sion, we are bound to believe what they tell us. 
As we have stated before, we are of opinion 
| that our suffering President has the advantage 
| of being treated by the best medical skill in 
| the country, in spite of all the newspapers say 
to induce the public to believe otherwise. 
* 





* * 

Brooklyn is going far ahead of New York in 
the matter of knavery, indeed almost every city 
| in the Union, just now, has managed to find 
_ out its public or private defaulter. The said de- 
| faulter usually starts for Canada, in which re- 
| gion ex-Secretary G. A. W. Stuart, of the Brook- 

lyn Board of Education, is now very likely to 

be found. We always thought that ‘I'weed had 
| made it impossible for anybody, in future, to 
_rob and plunder in quite so bare-faced a man- 
ner; but Mr. Stuart, in his way, could*probably 
have given old “ Big Six’’ valuable ‘“‘points.”’ 
Each individual stealing in the different depart- 
| ments of the Brooklyn city government has not 
yet been discovered, but we don’t think a very 


last quarter of the nineteenth century, for these | commands given him, Such a man is unfit for long time will elapse before we have some new 
sound old “juvenile classics’? A loftier class | a soldier, for the first duty of a soldier is obe- 
of literature? No, indeed. His taste does not | dience. The Government clerks and others 


| and startling developments—and yet Brooklyn 
is a city of churches. 
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HE MAKES A BUSINESS ANNOUNCEMENT, 





THE GREATEST COMBINATION 
OF THE AGE. 


DUSENBURY, WILDE & CO. 








Harem, September roth, 1881. 
Editor Puck—Dear Sir: 

I must again ask you to allow me some of 
your valuable space for advertising purposes, 
taking it out in trade, as usual. Please do not 
forget that the Fall rates for poems are a little 
higher than usual this year, on account of a 
wide-spread epidemic of malarial fever among 
the Muses. My own has suffered severely. 

The announcement I am about to make I 
might really ask you to publish as news, if you 
had any soul in you for the concerns of the 
literary world. I wish you would credit my 
*/, with any increase of circulation resultant 
upon the publication of the following 


CoPARTNERSHIP NOTICE. 


Notice is hereby given that we, V. Hugo Dusenbury, 

of New York, and Oscar Wilde, of London, have this 
day formed a copartnership for the purpose of carrying 
on a first-class poetical business in New York, under the 
firm name of Dusenbury, Wilde & Co. 


V. Huco DuseEnsury, P. P. 
Oscar WILDE, sthete-at-large. 
Sept. 15th, 1881. 

Yes, Oscar Wilde and I are partners. It had 
to be. ‘There could. be but one Dusenbury, 
and it was not desirable that there should be 
two Wildes. We were brought together by a 
syndicate composed of Charles Algernon Swin- 
burn, Martin Farquhar Tupper and Baron 
Rothschild. We shook hands. The two great- 
est business poets of this or any other age are 
now one firm. There is no divided empire. 
Orders addressed to either party will be 
promptly filled by the new firm. 

An abstract of our articles of partnership 
may interest the public. The document is 
very different from the brief and business-like 
announcement printed above. It begins: 


Take notice, this mirk mid-day of the months of the leaf- 
lets falling, 
That we two are joined together for laboring hand-in- 
hand: 
The singer of Harlem Flats and the singer of London, 
calling 
Themselves as below; and business will go on at the 
same old stand. 


Then follows a brief, but complete statement 
of the property invested on both sides, consti- 
tuting the working capital of the firm: 


Item: 2 Muses in good working order; 
Item: 2 equal lots of genius, raw. 
MS. of ** Dusenbury’s Perfect Boarder, 
His Ethical Status and His Rights at Law.” 


Item: 2 inkstands and 1 cracked Mackinnon, 
Item: 1 Smith’s Mythology, third-hand. 
Item: 1 pair of walking-shoes, worn thin on 

The soles from pacing of the barren sand. 





Item: 1 bottle of oil; (but not, however,) 
The midnight article—'tis for the hair. 

Item: some novel bob-tail rhymes to “ never.” * 
Item: 1 3-legg’d stool; 1 ditto chair. 


Item: 1 small, attenuated credit 
Around the corner, at the lager-mill. 


Item: Much hair the barber well might edit 
With shears. And—Item: 1 small unpaid bill— 


Or two 





The rhyme somehow gives out here. The 
covenant then goes on to make a general allot- 
ment of labor between the two contracting 
parties: 

Unto the Dusenbury 
The Spring-time we allot; 
And Wilde shall put his very 
Best licks on Summer hot. 
A specialty he ’ll make it 
Of Winter's frosts to rhyme; 
While V. H. D. shall shake it 
It up to the Autumn time. 
His holy Venus Mother 
Oscar shall celebrate; 
While sings his business brother 
The American front gate, 
On shingle and on shutter 
Their names shall stand to view; 
And Oscar shall be uéter, 
And Dusy shall be Zoo. 


Here I want it distinctly understood that the 
firm name is Dusenbury, Wilde & Co. When 
signing for the firm I shall not sign P.P. There 
is no ** Co,”? at present; we are looking out for 
a capitalist. Ocky wanted to have his name 
first; but I pointed out to him that people 
would take my name for an adjective, like his; 
and would say that our poems were wild and 
dusenbury. He saw the force of the objec- 
tion, and yielded. 

We are now prepared to receive and fill all 
orders; and have an exceptionally fine line of 
Fall samples on hand. Trusting to receive, as 
a firm, a continuance of the patronage kindly 
accorded us as individuals, we are 


Very truly yours, 
DusENnBuRY, WILDE & Co., 
Professional Poets. 


—adv. 


1711 1t $128.25. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


THROUGH THE TUNNEL. 
Only for a minute— 
Yet the kiss was sweet; 
Death were joy to win it, 
Only for a minute. 
Little laughing linnet, 
Yours were lips to greet 
Only for a minute— 
Yet the kiss was sweet! 
Epwarp WICK. 





A RECOLLECTION. 
An urchin once got on his muscle, 
And with his mamma had a tuscle; 
She bent him o’er her knee 
And made it hot for he, 
With her slipper applied to his buscle. 





VOCAL, 
There was a young maid in Lehaugnnt 
Who requested to sing murmured—caughnt; 
We induced her to try 
And found ’t was no ly, 
And earnestly wished she’d said—shaughnt. 
Cuas. H. TuRNER. 





* Wilde contributed these. I will not give them away here; and 
I don’t deny their novelty and originality, I would not dare to 
play them on the public. But a man who rhymes “‘ pavilion,” 
“alone”’ and ‘‘ watermelon ’’’ would do anything. 





Putkeyings. 


DELMONICO has gone. Reséaurant in pace. 





Ec6s, unlike the “ Unsalted,’? can never be 
too fresh. 





A MAN in Tennessee shot his future father-in- 
law. He made a mistake in the sex. 





WE HEAR a great deal about the ‘* Demo- 
cratic outlook.’”’ It is usually from the door- 
steps of a corner gin-mill. 





THERE HAVE been highway robberies in the 
White mountains, We thought that the Nia- 
gara hackmen would soon have to seek “ fresh 
fields and pastures new.’’ 





THERE was no hay fever this year; the dry 
weather and the attempted assassination of the 
President caused the sufferers to forget all 
about it. It will now put in appearance about 
Christmas time. 





There is an old Frenchman named Blot, 
Who is a great cook, as you knot. 

He roasted a duck, 

And boiled a sheep’s pluck, 
Then went out on the river to rot. 





THE BEST way to settle this Sicilian brigand 
business is to give the man the benefit of the 
doubt, and to make him a New York alderman, 
a Star route contractor or a Niagara hackman. 
It will not be long before he betrays himself. 





Meyers has a bad voice, but is all the time 
humming a snatch of some song. ‘The other 
day he was talking to Gilkerson about himself, 
saying ‘‘that he would cultivate his voice.”’ 
““That’s right,’ said Gilkerson: ‘“ plant it 
deep.”’ 





FRANCE Has settled her differences with 
Spain, but this will not have the effect of mak- 
ing copious imbibations of claret and cognac 
act as antidote to two quart bottles of Amon- 
tillado and Manzanilla swallowed in mistake by 
a Son of Temperance. 





PRINCE JEROME NaAPoLeEon has decided to 
renounce his claim as a Bonapartist to the 
throne of France in favor of his son Prince 
Victor. This reminds us that Queen Victoria has 
decided to renounce her claim to the United 
States of America in favor of her hopeful son, 
Mr. Albert of Wales. 





‘* Au,’’ said Signor Rossi, the eminent Italian 
tragedian, in the choicest Tuscan, to King 
Humbert: “I fear, Your Majesty, 1 shall have 
to relinquish the idea of a trip to America, for 
the peanut-crop has failed, and I cannot gaze 
unmoved on the misfortunes of my country- 
men.’’ 

** Perish the thought!’ answered His Ma- 
jesty: ‘“‘the barrel-organ manufacturers still 
flourish; they are healthy, and the succulent 
banana is likewise spared to us. ‘Take consola- 
tion from these things, for, as Tasso sublimely 
remarks: ‘Macaroni, vermicelli.’ ”’ 








Puck’s PositivE ANSWERS TO IMPERTINENT 
QUESTIONS 





CUT THIS OUT, 
pin tt under the lapel of your coal 
and present the other side suddenly 
lo the Fiend who asks you 


Where are you going to lunch ? 
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REALISTIC DIALOGUES. 





FOR THE BENEFIT OF AN EXASPER- 
ATING PUBLIC, 





Dialogue I— With a Professional Shopper, Fem- 
inine Gender, of course. 


PROFESSIONAL SHOPPER.—I want to look at 
some light prints. 

StorE-KEEeper.—[As usual.] 

P. S.—Haven’t you any other patterns be- 
sides these? These are awfully ugly. 

hs 8454 04 Fees oreens 

P.S.—Why, you’ve got a very poor stock. 
Dusenbury—across the street there—has nearly 
a hundred. Prettier than these, too, 

Oso oeneks gers 

P. S.—I don’t believe that these are new 
styles. If they are, they ought to all come out 
at once. What are these worth? 


P. S. —Eight-and-a-half.cents! Why, that’s 
dreadful!! Dusenbury offered me twelve yards 
for a dollar. 

P, S.—I don’t want last ‘season’ s patterns at 
even five cents, and Dusenbury’s did not look 
like last season’s. J know prints when I see 
them. 


P. S.—You might sell me something /ike Du- 
senbury’s for five cents, but I know they would 
not be the same. 


P.S. —Well, if you’ ll sell me twelve yards for 
a dollar Pll take——Why, how do you do, Mrs. 
Brownsmith! Haven’t seen you for an age! 
Fou out shopping, too? Did you ever see such 
poor goods as these are, and they ask you awful 
prices for them—etc., etc., for ten minutes, 
while S. K. stands in despairing patience. At 
last— 


P.S.—No. I’ve altered my mind. I won’t 
take any of those prints to-day. 

Exit, but returns just as S. K. is preparing to 
wait on another customer. 

P, S.—Oh, I forgot. I want some tape. 

Ds a kadk. 8404 oo000% 

P. S.—I want very narrow tape. How much 
is it a block? 


P. S.—You say that you do, too? Well, sha/’s 


only three cents a block. Ill take a block. 
. §. 


P. S—I don’t want three blocks and I don’t 
see the difference. If you sell me one block 
and two other ladies one block each, it makes 
it the same in the end. 

P, S. —All right. Wrap it up for me, please, 
and I guess you might cut me off some samples 
of those ogame, about twenty or so. 

P, S.— _Why, you cut these all off the ugliest 
ones. I wouldn’t have these at a gift. 1 want 
some of the others! 








Puck’s PositavE ANSWERS TO IMPERTINENT 
. QUESTIONS. 





¢—— _- 


WITH YOU! 














P. S.—These are a little better. Oh! I for- 
got to pay you for the tape. 

SS ere ee 

P. S.—No. I haven’t anything less than that 
twenty-dollar bill. 

| eae ree 

P. S.—I don’t want all that silver, it would 
break me down to carry it, Haven’t you some 
one dollar bills? 


P, S.—No one dollar bills? Can’t you send 
out and get some? 

P. S.—Well, ‘I think you might keep them 
on hand; this silver is awful. 

Exit cum dignitate. 





Dialogue No. IT— With a Fool also, Masculine 
Gender, Know-nothing. 


KNOW-NOTHING.— Do you keep perk ? 

STORE-KEEPER.—[O/ course.] 

K. N.—Yes, perk! 

EM ssons eecens evened conces 

K. N,—I’m sure that’s it. My wife told me 
‘cc perk, ” 

| ETT ree 

K. N.—I don’t know what it’s used for. 
Didn’t ask her. 

i ncskn sobbed eonoke 

K. N.—Yes, she gave me a sample, but I 
don’t know what I did with it. 


K. N.—No. It ssn’ in my pockets, I’ve felt 
in all of them. 


K. N.—What did it look like? Don’t re- 
member exactly. Something like flannel, I 
think. 


K. N.—Sort of a green color I think it was. 
I ain’t certain now. 

K. N.—Why, I think you ought to know 
what I want. My wife said you had plenty of 
it. Wish I could find it! (Searches.) 

en dede +000 +0050 

K. N.—Under my lapel? Sure enough! I 
remember now. She pinned it there to keep 
me from losing it. Funny, I did not think of 
it ! 


K. N.— Rep,” is it? Well, I knew it was 
something with a ‘‘p”’ in it. 

EET piens be ceneee seen 

K. N. —A yard-and-a-half—no, stop! It was 
three-yards-and-a-half, I think. Blessed if I 
know. Cut off three-and-a-half, and I’ll bring 
back what we don’t use. 


K. N.—Can’t take it back? Why, what am 
I to do? 


K.N. —Well, cut off three- -yards-and-a-half 
and [ll risk it. 

Tern cen Ghbded o40600 oee0 

K. N.—Hold ‘steady a minute, though. She 
did not want that color. Wanted that goods, 
but not that color. 

Ss. K.—.. 

K. N.— Wanted it ‘to match her chairs. 


K. N.—Seems to me that they’re the same 
color as /hat, only darker, Give me something 
darker. 


S.K.—... win 

K, N.— Oh, yes! That'll do, I guess. How 
much is it? 

eat RTT ee 


K. N.—Why, she said it ought not to cost 
more than sixty cents, and I might beat you 
down to fifty cents, 

PN chin se S6RRIS Che 

‘K. N.—Well, I guess it’s all right. Good- 
bye. [Goes off to get his hair combed,} 





SEE WORCESTER. 





There was a young man from Belle Aire, 
Who went on a blank of a taire— 
For the cure of the bight, 
He got up in the night, 
To seek of the biter some haire. 
LAUREATE, 


A foolish young drunkard from Scilly, 
Staggered on just as if it were hcilly; 
But soon, with a bump, 

He got under a pump, 
When he felt in a measure tranqucilly. 





The Czar who is master of Russia 
Has at last got a permanent crussia; 
He was sent by a bomb 
To the kingdom comb, 
Which astonished the bombing old lussia, 





There was a young fellow named Vaughan, 
Whose clothes were all tattered and taughan; 
He caught a bad cough, 
Which carried him augh, 
And now below he has gaughan. 





A nobby young person called Strahan, 
Who put his dress-suit into pahan; 

He went to the balls, 

And made all his calls 
Dressed up in a costume of tahan, 





A man who lived up in Edinburgh, 
Was such an infernal stutturgh, 
That to a tree he was hongue 
By the end of his tongue, 
And thus they got rid of this mutturgh. 
G.C.S. 





There was an old fellow so tough, 
When he fell off a very high blough, 
And they thought he was dead, 
Quickly got up and said: 
“Don’t bother me, I’m up to snough.”” 
vier PILLs, 
There was a good-natured young beau, 
Who never could handle a heau; 
But soon he learned hough 
To follow the plough, 
And also the turnips to seau. M. 





There once was a game called croquet, 
Which drew Bella’s attention awet, 
But the pianist Streletzki, 
Has damped like a wetsky 
Her spirits, and now she won’t plet. 





A bummer who never walked straight, 

Once chanced to be out very laight: 
When a “ gentleman” rough, 
Whom he happened to hough, 

Gave him one on the top of his paight. 





“It’s only two hundred I weigh,” 

Said an active young swell of Cape Meigh: 
‘“‘ Yet, in dancing the Racquet, 
1 oft dust my jacquet, 

So I don’t think it’s hardly my leigh.” 





A girl of as graceful a mien, 
As ever in Broadway was sien, 
While fording the slough, 
Bent politely to bough, 
Showing ankles decidedly lien. L. C. 





There was a young maiden, name Rhoda, 
Just crazy for ice-cream and shoda: 
Once, when slaking her thirst, 
She fell down, and birst! 
(Not even her folks would have —— 
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** There would be a tenacious attachment between him 


PHRENOLOGY OF JAY 


From the Phrenological Journal, 


ra 


*« We judge this Brain to be decidedly large for the 
size of the man.” 





‘¢He believes thoroughly in himself, and relies upon 


and those whom he selects as friends, and those who are his own judgement.” 


in his confidence will prize his friendship highly.” 


GOULD. 








«¢ His regard for property is strongly indicated.” 








CTUXOTBOpeH!® 


Csir10f ucropxof Bk oxomKo 

Ayi 1yuu RB *TAALUTh:— 

,OTBOPH OKHO HEMHORKO, 

»lawKilt cons te6a myturs!“ 

nla UpHrey BAO GbUIXS CRIALOXS 
OCTW—-1YHHOMY Iyuy,— 

” Bee piers Bb Te6b BB HOpaxokh 

,HOlb HaXs cepAlems.nocBbuy“, 


»M yupexu, X commbuna, 

yH Mears saroBopw, 

9M MeTTH, HM NOMBIIIOHLA, 

alame cHi—Ocepespn. 

»UTo YRURY, wo nowhay 
Huromy ne nomaHy 

»M Bepnycs saph Ha Berphay 
nlHxo, CHoBa Ha Iyny!“ 


WE don’t know if Mr. S. S. Cox wrote the 
above beautiful verses himself, but we are, 
nevertheless, deeply indebted to him for send- 
ing them to us all the way from St. Peters- 
burg. They were originally published in a 
Russian illustrated journal called the Neva, a 
paper which is the nearest approach that the 
Muscovites have to a Puck. The va is 
chiefly devoted to moral stories, wherein the 
highly exemplary manner in which the present 
un-bombed Czar spent his early youth are 
referred to touchfully. We are not very pro- 
found Russian scholars ourselves, but the odd 
and unfamiliar characters in the columns of 
the eva suggest the idea of the whole alpha- 
bet having been on a drunk. 

As to the poem itself, we must confess that 
we do not altogether agree with the sentiments 
therein expressed; and, besides, the Russian 
compositors, who were no doubt Nihilists as 
well, ought to learn their business a little better 
before attempting to set up poetry. They 
seem to have no system at all, and mix up 
figures, letters and small caps in their words in 
a most ridiculous manner. 

Take the first word in the stanza, for instance: 
It begins with Cs, which is right enough in its 





way; but we are then confronted with an awk- 
ward looking figure, of which nobody can guess 
the meaning. We dare say it is the monogram of 
the compositor, so that he might know his work 
when he saw it again. The last word in this 
line begins with OK, which is, perhaps, the only 
intelligible combination of letters to an outsider 
in the whole composition; but we fail to see 
on what principle the author can call his work 
ox. If it really be so, he ought to have the 
modesty to keep his opinions to himself, and 
leave it to others to praise his very elaborate 
poem—but poets always were vain and im- 
practicable, especially this one, who ostenta- 
tiously prints his name for the title. This, 
perhaps, settles the question of authorship; for 
we are quite certain that Mr. S. S. Cox would 
never be guilty of such a thing as that, even if 
he had adopted a Russian patronymic. 

On the whole, we don’t think much of Rus- 
sian poetry. It may be well enough in manu- 
script, but when once it gets into the hands of 
the benighted Muscovite compositor it is irre- 
trievably ruined. When these misguided indi- 
viduals will learn to set type in a Christianlike 
manner, and not tantalize the reader by sticking 
in monograms, figures and capital letters in all 
sorts of inappropriate places, we may, per- 
haps, be induced to alter our opinion, 








‘THE MARCH OF PROGRESS. 

As all the newspapers now announce the 
fact that ‘cottonseed-oil is used to make butter 
from, and so to drive oilymargarine out of the 
market, 

Now is the time for all ‘funny men’ to look 
over their old files and exhume all their puns and 
so-called witticisms about ‘‘ sweet little oilymar- 
garine cup,” “ oilymargarine fly,”’ and so forth, 
dust them off, polish them a little and, after 
inserting the words cottonseed oil for oilymar- 
garine, throw them again in this revised edi- 
tion on the unfortunate citizens, 

‘“Cottonseed-oil cup’’ sounds very nice, 
doesn’t it? 








VIEILLESSE DANS LA BOHEME, 


Eheu fugaces! where are they? 
The creeping day, the flying night, 
The warmth, the color, clamor, light— 
Friend of the scythe and hour-glass, say, 
Eheu fugaces, where are they ? 


Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 
The songs we sang, the cups we quaffed, 
The eyes that shone, the lips that laughed— 
Old mower, went they by your way ? 
Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 


Ehen fugaces! where are they ? 
The lights that lined the lonely street, 
When homeward tripped the dainty feet 
That fled, against the glance of day— 
Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 


Eheu fugaces! where are they 
Who walked the ward, who trod’the court ? 
Stout fellows all for toil or sport: 
Ah, who shall break, then he shall pay— 
Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 


Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 

The old jaw drops, the old veins freeze; 
And where is Lil, and where’s Louise, 
Whose kisses made a “ yes” of * nay "— 

Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 


Eheu fugaces! where are they ? 
We’ve made our running, tossed our dice, 
And Time’s are loaded. In a trice— 
Perhaps a year, perhaps a day— 
They’ll ask: *‘ The garrulous and gray, 
Eheu fugaces! where are they?” 
A. E. WATROUs. 


“FRATERNAL.” 
There was a young man had a bro., 
The son of same father and mo., 
Who was also a twin, 
And, ’twas really a sin, 
You could never tell which from to, 
S'’more 
S’mo EVENING, 
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BICYCLE RIDING. 


A FEW HINTS TO BEGINNERS. 





First, get your bicycle. 

As the faithful observance of this hint will 
necessitate the expenditure of about one hun- 
dred dollars, it may be somewhat difficult for 
an impecunious but honest young man to per- 
foiia., But a little judicious economy will quick- 
ly overcome this obstacle—such, for instance, 
as “standing off’? his tailor bill for another 
quarter, inducing a new clothing dealer to in- 
vest fifty dollars’ worth of confidence in his 
promises when his wardrobe needs replenishing, 
and borrowing seventy-five dollars from a con- 
fiding friend who doesn’t know him very well. 
Unless the first hint is acted upon, it is almost 
impossible to observe those which follow. 

Having got your bicycle, next get your life 
insured - or at least take out an accident in- 
surance policy. ‘This is important, and should 
not be neglected. 

Then procure a supply of arnica and court- 
plaster, in case of an emergency. And you 
will encounter lots of emergencies, ‘‘ Headers”’ 
and bicycle-riding are one and inseparable. 

Before attempting to mount your “silent 
steed,” take the precaution to inform your 
friends that you own ‘the best bicycle in 
town,” and that the other night you traveled 
ten miles an hour on it without feeling fatigued. 
This will give them an elevated opinion of your 
abilities—as a liar. A wheelman always lies 
about his machine before he can ride it. And 
he frequently lies about it afterwards. Some- 


times he “lies about it’’ until he is picked up | 


unconscious. Hence it will be seen that it is 
less painful to lie about a bicycle previously. 

Now go out in the suburbs and get astride 
of the sharpest top fence-rail you can find, and 
sit in this position an hour or two each day for 
a week, at the same time moving your legs 
alternatively up and down, like the walking- 
beam of a steamboat. ‘This will sort o’ harden 
you for the business and give your body the 
proper oscillating motion; and if you were to 
inadvertently fall off the rail and alight on your 
head on the hard side of a rock, so much the 
better. ‘This will give you a brief foretaste of 
the joy that awaits the bicyclist. 

In the evening, after sundown, in the privacy 
of your own back yard, gently lead your bi- 
cycle around the enclosure a number of times 
in order to familiarize yourself with some of its 
inherent cussedness. But don’t attempt to 
mount it. Such a rash act might prove disast- 
rous, 

Never wear a Fall suit when fooling with a 
bicycle. This is one of the times that a fall 
doesn’t suit—by a large majority. 

Having faithfully observed the foregoing 
hints, you will now mentally run over the list of 
your enemies. Having singled out the one to 
whom you owe the deepest grudge, you will 
execute a terrible revenge by presenting him 
with your bicycle, 

By steadfastly adhering to this last hint when 
seized with the bicycle mania, the pastime is 
disrobed of all its dangers. WwW. 








CANADA. 





Canaba, September, 1881. 

Ir doesn’t make any difference where you 
are in Canada, for it’s all alike. 
spect it resembles Philadelphia; but in other 
things there’s a difference. 

I met a select little party of Nihirishists who 
came over here to devast things. ‘They were 
home-sick and penitent. I was truly sorry for 
them, They couldn’t find anything worth blow- 


In that re- | 











| ruin’ our populace. 


ever it might be applied to. Poor fellows! 
Their stock in trade was spoiling on their hands. 
They were brought up to the business, and knew 
of no other honest means of support. 

I gave them, at their request, some statistics 
of the hand-organ and peanut businesses in 
New York, but it afforded thern no real encour- 
agement. If you could get them into the Street 
Leaving Department—but, no, I won’t ask you 
to insult honest poverty. 

There is a long railroad here; the longest in 
getting anywhere in the world; they call it the 
Grand Trunk. Put your best “ Saratoga” 
aboard and it will be a grand trunk the next 
time you see it. 

A neat, quiet joke is highly appreciated here: 


| One overtakes a friend who is walking with 


ladies; One does not pass and raise his hat, nor 
does he sing out: ‘“‘I say, hi, Brown!’’ as he 
would were B. alone. One gains on Brown 
and fetches him a thundering punk in the back 
with his thick cane. Brown does not always 
see the joke, but One does and roars in the 
ecstacy of cultivated delight. 

On the Grand Trunk is a dining-room car. 
I attempted breakfast in it. Yes, they had 
melon. A huge slice of yellow, flat, tasteless 
squash was offered: nothing but kerosene could 
have flavored it, but the kerosene had been 
used up in the coffee. Yet, they thought it 
wasa melon. I saw one man eat it with mus- 
tard. They brought me some butter! (I beg 
the pardon of all respectable cows.) 

We were the last car of a long train. I raised 
the window and shot out that butteromargarine. 

The train slacked, and stopped, and ran 
backward. The engineer whistled and belled 
and swore. The fireman threw into the fire- 
box a gross of matches and a whole candle. 
The engine was N. G. 

I, alone, knew the trouble. 

There had we been till now, for the machine 
couldn’t start. I relented. I told the engine- 
man to jump right out and take that chunk of 
butter to the front. It was placed on the pilot, 
and drew our train of fourteen cars thirty-nine 
miles an hour. 

For the first time on record the G. T. was 
up to schedule. 

The engineer was discharged for bringing 
his train in on time. 

SLowcus. 








HIS CASE. 








First GENTLEMAN WITH THE NASAL FLusH.—I 





tell you, sir, it’s this drinkin’ in business hours that’s 
Why, see me. I ain’t drunk 
I remember the date | 


in business hours in twenty years. 


| because I retired permanently from commercial life in 
ing up. Nitro-glycerine would improve what | 1861, and that kinder fixed it in my memory. | 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No, CLZAL. 
THE PROPRIETOR OF THE ‘‘ TIMES,”’ 


Ya-as, aw, Waltah 
is ovah he-ah, the fel- 
lah who has some- 
thing to do with the 
‘¢ Thunderwah’? — 
the Zimes, ye know. 
I believe he’s the 
pwopwietah of it. 
WYyp, I don’t mean the 
S7/iocal Amerwican 











that is said to be-ah 
a similah title, but 
the wegulah Bwitish Zimes. Undah ordinarwy 
circumstances I doubt if I should have twoubled 
myself about aw Waltah, because, ye see, in 
England we don’t care much about newspa- 
pahs. We wead them, it is twue, at bweakfast, 
faw we must learn what is twanspirwing thrwough- 
out the world; but we don’t attach as much 
importance as Amerwicans do to what is print- 
ed in them, or to the cweachahs who write or 
make their bwead and buttah by selling and 
pwinting the papah. 

My aw fathah nevah would wead the opin- 
ions of a newspapah, he always said that he 
knew as much about himself as any of the 
miserwable scwibblahs who were paid to exer- 
cise their bwains to expwess ide-ahs on aw 
public events. He thought it deuced bad form 
to be on any degwee of intimacy with such fel- 
laws. 

To a gweat extent I dessay he was wight, but 
I don’t go quite so fah as that, neithah does 
Jack Carnegie; so that when I encountered 
Waltah walking along the stweet at Newport, 
the othah day, I was, ’pon my soul, wathah 
glad to see him, and I immediately asked him 
to take some dinnah with us. He naturwally 
accepted. 

Waltah, ye see, is slightly differwent fwom 
the averwage man who is connected with the 
pwess. I know that his papah is fwequently 
quoted, indeed, I have seen it myself, besides, 
we invarwiably subscwibe to it at home. And 
then Waltah also wepwesents a constituency in 
Parliament. I have everwy weason to believe 
he is membah faw aw Berks, so that it would 
be quite sufficient to enable him to be weceived 


| in decent society even if his pwofession or 
| twade was not considahed perfectly desirwable. 


Waltah is a wich man and is verwy well satis- 
fied with the income he derwives fwom his 
business. My wife asked him what he thought 
of Amerwican newspapahs, 

“They are perfectly horwid,’’ he weplied: 
“‘T don’t mind saying this to you as you are 
marwied to an Englishman. The Amerwican 


| newspapah is vulgah and aw low. ‘Too much 
| plain language; too many aw personal wemarks; 


too much inclination to be humorwous, instead 
of being gwave and dignified. The leading 
articles are altogethah too short, and the we- 
ports of your Congwessional debates are fwight- 
fully meagah. 

‘Do you know, Mr. Waltah,’’ said my wife 
—she’s a devilish sensible woman, ye know— 
“that I weally cahn’t agwee with you. When 
I was in Eurwope, I found it impossible to be 
interwested in the Zimes, it seemed dull to me.’’ 

“I’m afwaid you’re pwejudiced, Mrs, Fitz- 
noodle,’’ he returned, and then our youngstah 


| hurt his fingah and began to cwy so that we 
| had to change the subject, aw. 








A FASHION-WRITER says that young women 
fatten up to marry. An old bachelor says he 
thinks that the calves who get married should 
fatten up instead of the girls. 






























































ruta. 





AMUSEMENTS. 


«¢ The World,” at HAVERLY’s N1BLO’s GARDEN, con- 
tinues its great career to crowded houses. 

©The Major,” at HarrRIGAN & HArt’s NEw THE- 
ATRE COMIQUE, is already an institution. 

HAVERLY’S BROOKLYN THEATRE is giving the public 
to which it caters a sufficient variety of entertainment 
«The Galley Slave” is now being played. 

To-morrow evening ‘‘ Patience” is announced to be 
performed by Mr. D’Oyly Carte’s company at the STAND- 
ARD THEATRE. We are furbishing up our estheticism 
for the occasion. 

‘‘ Quits,” Mr. Daly’s new comedy, at DALY’s luxurious 
theatre, runs as smoothly as a coasting sledge on a glassy 
track. Miss Laura Joyce and Mr. W. J. Le Moyne de- 
cidedly carry off the honors. 

We have never had such dexterous gymnastic feats, 
never such marvellous contortions, as the Hanlon-Lees 
tribe present in ‘le Voyage en Suisse.” Their doings 
are already the talk of the town. There is no plot worth 
mentioning in the piece; but the eye is sufficiently exer- 
cised in following the astonishingly quick and mirth- 
provoking movements of these superhuman creatures. 

Bootnu’s THEATRE still holds ** Michael Strogoff,” and 
the grand pageant, and the ballet and the féte at Moscow, 
and the battle-field, and the burning of Irkutsk, and the 
woes and triumphs of M. S. himself delight thousands. 
No one has an excuse for living in New York who does 
not see this show, unless he is blind or an inmate of some 
of the public institutions where there is no charge for 
board and lodging. 

Signor Ernesto Rossi, the Italian tragedian, will be 
under the business management of the highly experienced 
Mr. J. St. Maur, while the supporting company will com- 
prise Miss Louise Muldener, Miss Constance Hamblin, 
Mr. Milnes Levick, Mr. H. A. Weaver and Mr. Henry 
Weaver, jr. A large number of the employees of the 
Street Cleaning Bureau are anxious to give their illustrious 
fellow countryman a reception, but it is doubtful if Super- 
intendent Coleman will give his permission. 

With regard to the play at the MADISON SQUARE 
THEATRE, the Rev. Robert Collyer says: ‘‘I shall always 
remember ‘ The Professor’ as unique.” The Rev. Robert 
Collyer will not be the only person who will do this. The 
souvenir, which is now periodically issued from this 
house, was, at the recent hundredth performance, in the 
shape of a number of excellent sketches of scenes from 
the play. If ‘* The Professor” is unique, the extraordi- 
nary success of the theatre is much more uniquer, 

«¢ Madame Favart” is now the attraction at HAVERLY’S 
FirTH AVENUE THEATRE. By next week we shall be 
able to judge if all the French naughtiness has been 
knocked out of it. Everything possible is being done to 
make this the musical hit of the season. The Comley- 
Barton company has been somewhat improved, having 
added to its forces Mr. Frederick Leslie, of the Alhambra, 
London, and the well-known composer and musical di- 
rector, Mr. Alfred Cellier. The rehearsals are being con- 
ducted by Mr, Charles Harris, of Drury Lane, London, 
so that everythink will be real Hinglish. It is said that 
a prodigious sum has been expended in new scenery, cos- 
tumes, and accessories, 











Answers Hoy the Anvious, 


HASELTINE.—She won on Iroquois, 

Poet AsToR.—Your request has been complied with, 
and the poet has intimated to us his yearning to communi- 
cate with you. 

TommMy.—We have had your poem set to music, so 
that you may play it on your golden harp as soon as we 
get a chance to yank you into the regions of eternal bliss. 

L. L. McB.—Literal translations from Paris papers are 
all very well if you want to retire an American journal 
from circulation. When we have amassed two or three 
more fortunes and are looking around for a patent water- 





tight coffin, we shall be happy to entertain your proposal 
to furnish us with ten specimens of French humor every | 
week. | 


Meiccs L. MCELRATH.—It isn’t funny; that’s the only 
thing that is the matter with your article. If verbal 
standing on your head, and caracoling around among the 
various parts of speech constituted humor, you would be 
an acrobatic Mark Twain. As it is, you are about as 
cheerful as a pewter-spoonful of ice-cream in the Arctic 
regions. 

MAGRUDER SAM.—You can’t work that off on us for 
an Autumn composition, We know it is an old Spring 
poem picked up, like codfish, and re-trimmed to suit the 
season of the fading leaf. But we aren’t taking any cold 
inspiration hash, thank you. Give us something fresh 


and new—a slice of yourself will do, if taken from any |, 


vital part. 

LEILA W. WILKISON.—Yes, thank you, we want a 
neat humorous serial. Something about a bad boy will 
do very nicely. Let him break a few windows, get him- 
self jailed occasionally, and generally make a nuisance 
of himself. That is always intensely humorous, Then 
we will take your serial. We will hang it in the window 
to scare other humorous novelists away. 

MILL.—It is of no earthly use your writing to us to ask 
us to answer your question about FICTION in this column. 
We don’t know anything about Ficrion. We believe it 
is a paper published in Alaska in the Boojumese lan- 
guage. We read it every week, however; and we would 
advise you to read it, or anything else that will tone up 
the gray matter of your brain, and teach you to distin- 
guish one paper from another. 








PHASES OF THE SONGS OF 
THE DAY. 


i, 
Softly draw the paper curtain, 
Lest some bold ray straggle by it, 
And with twilight fill the chamber 
Where our Charlie lies so quiet. 
He is gone, and all our Summer 
Seems but Winter’s dreary slumber; 
Dead so young—our little hummer, 
Victim of the green cucumber. 


CHORUS. 
All the breeze foretells so gently 
We shall meet again some Summer, 
Where the Colic gambols never— 
Dead so young—our little hummer. 


Il. 
I’ve traveled this world’s every section, 
I have heard maxims witty and fine; 
But of proverbs from every direction, 
‘¢ Take all you get” shall be mine. 


CHoRUus. 
Then get all you take from your parents, 
Take all you get from your aunt; 
A licking is better than nothing, 
And days may be near when you can’t. 


III. 
Little red-bird of the meadow, 
Music-mad with tenor tones, 
Tell me in what cloudless shadow 2 
Lingers little Sylva Jones? 
For she left me yester even, 
*Tween a cloudless shadow’s3 span, 
Went away at half-past seven¢ — 
Lit out with a bigger man. 


CHORUS. 
Little red-bird,s little red-bird— 
Little red-bird, don’t make no bones;6 
Tell me in what cloudless shadow 
Lingers little Sylva Jones? 





1 Popular song-writers pay no attention to a small delinquency 
in the rhyme. 

2 Perhaps you do not know whata C. S. is; neither do we. 

3 No song is complete without a half-dozen repetitions. 

4 See Note 1. - 

5 See Note 3. 

6 Never mind irregular measure nor queer grammar, for these 
are indispensable to the ballad of to-day. 

EDWARD WICK. 


LITERARY NOTES. 


The Sunday Courier is one of our best weekly papers. 
Its articles are thoughtful and brilliant, while its dramatic 
news and criticisms are always complete and trustworthy. 

‘The Bridal Eve; Rose Elmer” is published by 
Messrs. T. B. Peterson & Brothers. Mrs. Southworth is 
the author. ‘This lady has considerable skill in telling a 
story, and while her work is not of a high order of litera- 
ture, nor her life pictures by any means correct, it is still 
sufficiently interesting to induce a reader to finish it when 
he has once got absorbed in the plot. 





A very queer publication is ‘‘ The Tragedy of Abraham 
Lincoln, the Play of the Future.” The author is modest 
enough not to attach his name to the work. Perhaps he 
was wise, too. The following extract shows what Mr. 
Jefferson Davis thought about matters: 


Scene III. 


A wood in Georgia. PA hee Davis seated on a log in 
the disguise of an old woman. 


Too whit! too whoo! [an owl in the tree-top). 
Davis [starting up|: "Tis nothing but an owl; 
not my pursuers, 
Who act like bloodhounds on a scented track. 
All my confederates in our bankrupt cause 
Are scattered like a herd of buffaloes, 
Each one on his own safety most intent, 
And I am left alone to bear the blunt, 
To die, perchance, beneath the hangman’s beam. 
Now all the hopes that for the last four years 
Did buoy me up in each vicissitude 
Have fled from out my solitary breast, 
Plunging me in the deepest depths of woe. 
O proud Ambition, whose resistless force 
Did urge me to Secession’s scheme, and cause 
These agonizing pangs which now consume 
My strengthless body, ’tis to thee I owe 
This blighted ending of my bright career. 


The poet has not a very exalted opinion of General 
Grant. These are some of the words he puts into his 
mouth: 





I will accept the Presidential chair, 

And raise the salary to twice its size. 

I will appoint my relatives and friends 

To all fat offices which now exist, 

And make as many new ones as they need; 
Til cultivate the favors of the rich, 

And call on millionaires to serve the state. 
Although I am a man of humble birth, 

| And tanned raw hides before the war broke out, 
Once in the Presidential chair, I'l] stick 

As many terms as I can get the vote, 

And when I find I can no longer hold 

I'll travel round the world, the welcome guest 
Of all the guarded despots of the East, 

And then, returning home, I’ll closely watch 
The changing weather-cock of public will, 
Which may desire me for its emperor, 

Since all the st2tes are melted into one. 

Now I'll lay down my sword and say again, 
Let us have peace. 





| Here are two stanzas of Mr. Jeff. Davis’s ** Recon 
struction Song”: 


««Oh, I’m a good old Rebel, 
Now that’s just what I am; 
For this fair land of freedom 
I do not care a damn. 
I’m glad I fought against it, 
I only wish I’d won, 
I don’t want any pardon 
For anything I’ve done. 


«IT cannot raise an army, 
To fight ’em any more; 
And I will never like them, 
Now that is certain sure. 
But I don’t want any pardon 
For what I was and am; 
I won’t be reconstructed, 
If I do, may I be damned.” 
The curtain falls. 





We call the attention of our readers, in case they 
shouldn’t detect it themselves, to the delicacy of expres 
sion and the almost perfect rhyme. 


We are informed that the funds of the Business Men’s 
Society for the Encouragement of Moderation are running 
| short. All temperance men should at once subscribe 
and send the money to Mr. Ferdinand P. Earle, the 
President, at Earle’s Hotel, at the corner of Canal and 
| Centre Streets. 
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OUR WAITER. 





AND HOW HE OVERDID IT. 











FouRTH WEEK. 


SARATOGA LAKE. 


Arr, (SOME OTHER) ‘‘ EVENING BELLS.” 








Down by the music of the lake, 
Down where the baby-billows break 
On Saratoga’s shady beach, 

I heard the dimpled waters’ speech— 
I saw the shafts of latticed light, 

And read the ripple’s song aright. 


How calm the far shore’s amethyst, 
Fading into a dreamy mist! 

How soft and white the wild bird’s breast. 
That finds, on restless waters, rest. 

Oh! that, like drift-wood, I might float, 
With Isabella, in a boat. 


Come, let me choose a tiny craft, 
With Bella sitting snugly aft. 
But rowing is so beastly hot, 
Upon the whole I’d rather not. 
Perhaps there might come up a show’r, 
And boats are fifty cents an hour. 
C. C, STARKWEATHER. 








WHY ALBANY ? 


Ir anything were wanting to show the neces- 
sity of New Yorkers—we mean the inhabitants 
of the city of New York—being allowed to 
govern themselves, the action of Governor Cor- 
nell with respect to the Police Commissioners 
must settle the question. 

Governor Cornell carefully splits hairs as to 
whether he has the power to confirm the edict 
of Mayor Grace and give New York an oppor- 
tunity of supplying herself with public officers 





| who will do their duty, 


It would be idle to waste time in analyzing 
Governor Cornell’s reasons for allowing the in- 
competent Police Commissioners to remain in 
office, He may be technically right or techni- 
cally wrong. He isprobably wrong; and if he is 


| right, it is time indeed that the law was altered. 


Governor Cornell has not distinguished him- 
self by the brilliancy of his administration. 
He is either very weak or very stupid. He pre- 
vented the building of a new reservoir for New 
York, when it is notorious that two or three 
times a year the city is threatened with ascarcity 
of water. To build a good reservoir takes two 
or three years, and every day it is put off en- 
dangers the health and interferes with the com- 
fort of citizens, Yet this most potent and high 
and mighty individual does not care a red cent 
for such trifles, and makes the most of his brief 
authority simply to show that he is Governor 
and that he has the veto power. 

Again, he vetoed the Oilymargarine bill, the 
passage of which would have effectually pro- 
tected the public from buying that queer arti- 
cle under the impression that it was butter. 
And now His Immensity will not permit the 
citizens of New York, through their duly- 





elected Mayor, to get rid of grossly incom. 
petent officers, 

We have said that we do not believe that 
Governor Cornell’s interpretation of the law is 
correct; but, if it be so, it is somewhat in the 
nature of a disgrace to this great State that its 
chief city should be governed by a parcel of 
irresponsible people who have no proper idea 
of the requirements of a great metropolis. 

New York is old enough to be out of leading- 
strings, Why should she not be allowed to 
govern herself? There is no reason on earth 
why the other inhabitants of the State should 


| interfere in her affairs, and less reason than 


ever why a Governor, who owes his position less 
to the votes of the inhabitants of this city than 
to the other voters in the State, should use the 
power that he claims to possess in saddling us 
with officers who have proved recreant to their 
trust. New York for the New Yorkers, we say, 
The Mayor is elected by the people of this 
city, and he should be responsible to its citi- 
zens alone, If he fail in his duty, they have 
their remedy. It is ridiculous to call upon 
some narrow-minded man, who, by a mere ac- 
cident—through the defection of a traitor 
Democrat—has managed to slip into office, to 
adjudicate on a matter which concerns us alone. 

The law gives the Governor and his hay-seed 
followers the right to do this, but it is a bad 
law. We don’t want Albany interference in 
any shape. The measures that the apologies 
for legislators pass there—or rather do not pass 
—presumably for the benefit of the whole State, 
are quite enough for us. Our own municipal 
affairs we must be allowed to order after our 
own fashion, and if Governor Cornell had a 
proper sense of his duty, he would have per- 
mitted us to do so by supporting Mayor Grace 
in his righteous dismissal of the barnacle-like 
Police Commissioners, who apparently have 
the knack of retaining office in spite of all en- 
deavors to oust them. 








LILY-SWASH. 





By HorsE-Car WILD, oF LONDON. 





Lush grow the weeds ’neath the churchyard wall; 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 
Grimalkin gibbers his wild, weird call; 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 


Stealthy the vampire chews the maid; 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 
The wash-fiend croons o’er her bill unpaid; 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 


Dank is the blossom of ripe decay; 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 
The sickly life of a twice-damned play; 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 


Hair and bones, yet no form divine— 
(Oh, what is the warty toad to me ?) 
Shanks false, and tresses of ladye myne, 
Gargle and curdle, sweet toad, for _ ‘ 








= 


HD 


Wi 





7HE LAST WEEK! 





























Faranwo*’ 


























PUCK. 


43 





MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LOT. 





No. X—At Saratoga. 


ce M { Y dear fellow,” said I to the clerk, as I 


was entering our names upon the 
register, ‘‘1 want three rooms, and 
I have a holy horror of the upper floors.” 

“‘T am sorry,” replied he: “but I cannot 
give you three rooms together in the house. It’s 
race week, you know. I can give you separate 
rooms, or I can give you a floor, which co stains 
three rooms, in one of the cottages.” 

I informed him that I would consult Mrs. 
Lot. Then he took a look at the register. I 
had entered our party as follows: 

“¢ Mr. and Mrs. Lot and child. 

“Mrs, Lot.” 

‘¢ You have entered Mrs. Lot twice,” said he, 
smiling. 

‘‘There are two of her,” answered I, com- 
placently. 

‘“¢ But,” said he, ** we don’t allow—” 

“I know,” interrupted I, “‘ that you don’t 
usually take in Mormons; but allow me to ob- 
serve that one of those Mrs. Lots belongs to me, 
while the other is the private property of my 
brother.” 

‘Oh, I see,” said he. 

‘“‘ Exactly,” muttered I, as I went off to con- 
sult the Mrs. Lots. 

Fortunately they were both charmed with 
the idea of having a floor in one of the cottages, 
and I was directed to take possession of those 
desirable apartments at once. I did take pos- 
session, our baggage was hurried into the rooms, 
and we all proceeded to the delightful task of 
ridding ourselves of the railroad dust which 
encumbered our persons. 

Of course the ladies could not expect that I 
would wait at our rooms until they had attired 
themselves, and so I strolled over to the hotel, 
found an old acquaintance, and sat chatting on 
the back piazza until my wife and sister-in-law 
appeared, Assoon as they did appear, I found 
out that they had not wasted their time. They 
had discovered that there were to be races on 
that day ; that the celebrated horse, ‘ Brian 
Boru,” was ro run a race with the equally cele- 
brated horse, ‘‘ Boabdil”; and as they had 
never witnessed such a performance, they had 
resolved to go to the race-course. I tried to 
persuade them that it was not the thing to do, 
but my eloquence was wasted, for I was sent off 
to purchase tickets and to obtain a carriage. 

When we reached the course, Mrs. Lot in- 
sisted upon making a bet with me. She wanted 
to bet a set of furs that ‘“‘ Brian Boru” would 
win. In other words, her proposition was, that 
if “‘ Brian Boru” should win, then I should give 
her a new set of furs, when winter came; and, 
if “Brian Boru” should lose, then I need not 
give her a new set of furs. Now I had not the 
most remote intention of giving Mrs, Lot a new 
set of furs, but what could Ido? It was evi- 
dent to me that Mrs, Lot had made up her 
mind to have new furs, and I certainly would 
have been very foolish not to have taken this 
one chance of escaping; so I booked the bet. 
When the race came off, Mrs. Lot was in a 
state of excitement. She watched the horses 
as they started off, with her favorite in advance, 
gazed upon them as they went around the 
course, with her horse in the rear, stared upon 
thein as they crossed the line, with her favorite 
hopelessly beaten. 

‘My dear,” said I; ‘* I’ve saved those furs,” 

** Eh?” said she. 

“Why, don’t you see that ‘ Brian Boru’ is 
beaten ?” 

“Did I bet on him?” 

I showed her the memorandum I had put 
down, and to which she had put her signature. 





“‘ What a fool I was!” ejaculated she, as she 
rose to leave the place. 

‘Of course,” said I, 

“¢Mr. Lot!” said she. 

“TI mean, of course, my dear, one horse 
must necessarily have lost.” 

She did not say another word; she even lost 
her appetite, and I really felt tempted to tell 
her at dinner that we must get our money’s 
worth, and that, if she couldn’t eat anything, 
she might at least destroy victuals enough to 
make us even with the landlord; but I re- 
frained. 

What the ladies did with themselves during 
the afternoon I really don’t know. As for me, 
I played billiards for a short time and then took 
anap. ‘That is about the only advantage that 
a watering-place possesses for a man: he can 
sleep enough to make up for all the time he has 
lost during a year. 

In the evening there was a hop, and I was 
compelled to accompany the ladies to that per- 
formance. I found several of my acquaint- 
ances there; and, as I introduced them to my 
wife and sister-in-law, those ladies had a gen- 
teel sufficiency of dancing. 

As it was too warm to permit me to enjoy 
dancing, I sat down and made up my mind to 
study fashionable life. As I observed the fair 
damsels who were floating around me, I could 
not help wishing that society would make it 
proper for men to wear their shirts hitched 
down in the neck, and to cut off their shirt- 
sleeves just below the armpits. What a sum- 
mer costume that would make for the sterner 
sex! I throw out this idea for the benefit of 
the tailors; for the slightest reflection will show 
you that every man would be compelled to buy 
a new dress-suit. 

A fashionable pair sat down near me, and 
indulged in what I suppose is called conversa- 
tion in genteel society: 

**It’s awful hot,” said she. 

**Va-as,” said he. 

He had evidently lately made a tour through 
Cockney-dom. 

“That last galop was horrible,” said she. 

‘¢Ya-as; I think so,” said he. 

‘‘Who’s that dowdy-looking woman over 
there ?” said she. 

‘Don’t know, I’m sure,” replied he. 

I looked at the woman at whom she was 
pointing: it was Mrs. Lot. I chuckled. Oh, 
if Mrs. Lot could only have heard that remark! 
What a scene there would have been. I think, 
when the curtain fell, the hairs on that fair 
damsel’s head could have been numbered. 

I again bent my mental powers to the attempt 
to comprehend the intellectual conversation of 
my neighbors, when I was startled by a shriek 
uttered in a dear, familiar voice. I sprang for- 
ward, and found that the shriek had come 
from Mrs. Lot’s throat. She and her partner 
had fallen flat— ‘‘kerlumpus,” as the boys 
would say—on the floor. I hastened to her 
assistance. As I placed her on her feet, she 
cast a glance upon her late escort which, I know, 
will haunt him until he drops into an early 
grave. 

‘‘ Take me home,” gasped she. 

“Yes, my dear,” said I; “but there is no 
train to-night. However, we can go down and 
sit in the depot till one comes along.” 

She actually glared at me. 

“ Take me to my room,” said she, in the tone 
which I never dream of disobeying. 

‘‘Of course, my dear,” responded I, mildly. 

So I took my womankind under my wings, 
and we walked sadly, but majestically to our 
rooms. Mrs. Lot threw herself into a chair, 
Georgie sat by the window, I sat down on the 
bed, waiting for the bursting of the storm. 
Finally, like most things for which you wait, it 
came. 

‘The fool! the dolt! the idiot!” cried she. 





“Yes, my dear,” added I, in a kindly tone. 

“Don’t speak to me,” said she, clapping an 
injunction upon my sympathy, which was ready 
to flow inastream. ‘To make a show of me 
in a public ball-room!”’ continued she. 

** Yes, my dear,” said I: “and there was a 
hole in your stocking.” 

‘** What ?” cried she, examining those articles 
carefully: ‘‘ Where?” 

“In the top,” said I, cheerfully. 

I thought the woman would explode. She 
grew so red in the face, that I really was afraid 
that she might remain so permanently. Finally 
she found her voice: 

“* Mr, Lot,” said she: ‘‘ you’re a fool.” 

“Don’t stup to prove it, my dear.” 

“We'll go to bed,” said she. 

Georgie left the room, and I went to bed, re- 
signed but cheerful. 

When morning came, Mrs. Lot did not feel 
like going to the spring, and so I was com- 
pelled to go out and bring her her morning 
dose. I never drink any of the stuff which 
makes Saratoga famous myself; in fact I never 
go near the springs voluntarily. 

‘* No,” said Mrs. Lot, when I made the fore- 
going remark to her, “‘ you don’t go near the 
springs, because you are too fond of going to 
the other end of the hotel. You’re not fond 
of spring-water, but you are of fire-water. But, 
Mr. Lot, if ever you come home to me drunk, 
Pl roll you down the stairs until you’re sober.” 

That’s why you never find me inebriated in 
these pages. 

Of course Mrs, Lot could not confine her- 
self to her room all day, so she finally went to 
the hotel. Here all her friends laughed at her 
on account of her mishap of the preceding 
night. They made merry over it, but she took 
the affair seriously. As soon as they discov- 
ered that she was becoming enraged, they 
ceased to talk openly about it, and made Mrs, 
Lot the subject of their remarks on the sly. 
She was smart enough to discover that, how- 
ever, and writhed under the torture. Even 
strangers pointed her out, made her the sub- 
ject of remarks, and laughed heartily at her 
mishap. She found herself the laughing-stock 
of the hotel. She tried to brazen it out, but it 
was too much for her, and she directed me to 
accompany her to her room, 

“Mr. Lot,” said she, ‘is there an afternoon 
train for New York?” 

“ Yes, my dear.” 

** We'll go home by it to-day,” said she. 

“ But, my dear—” 

“Go and buy the tickets,” said she. 

I walked slowly, while I was in the room; 
but, once out of her sight, I actually sprang for 
the ticket-office. I was afraid that she would 
change her mind. In the afternoon we shook 
the dust of Saratoga off of our feet, and em- 
barked for home. 





When life is a drug and you have lost all hope, then 
trust in Hop Bitters. 


BABY’S APPEAL. 
** What makes I cry and folks says Ize naughty?” 
Cause stomach ache, and sour in my moufly; 
Cause, too, can’t seep, and worms bites ze belly; 
** Fever,” za say, feel like I was jelly. 
Guess your babies cry, Dick and Victoria, 
When mama ’s gone, and don’t have CASTORIA, 
‘¢ You ’re right, they fairly yell.” There, Uncle Cy; 
Cousin Frank have CastoriA, he don’t cry. 


FINE SILK HATS, $3.20; worth $5.00; DERBIES, 
$190; worth 3.00. 15 New Church Street, up Stairs. 


ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
ORIGINAL IMPORTED, 
SAFEST DRINK IN HOT WEATHER, NON INTOXICATING. 














The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, No. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. I, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, II, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43» 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 94, 105, 
107, 114, 121. 
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GUARD AGAINST 


THE EFFECT OF 


BAD WATER! 


We recommend 
all MINERS and 
TRAVELERS to 
carry and use 


BROWIS GINGER 


The GENUINE 
article known 
ever here in 
the orld—has 
been made for50 

ears and more 
n Philadelphia, 


FRED. BROWN. 








STRAITON & STORM’S 


opal Owl Seqars 
The finest they have ever produced. 


Royal Owl. Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVANA TOBACCO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
‘TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 





Smokers will find the Ow. Havana Cicarettes Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess. 
162 W. 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves.. N. Y. 








TOO SHORT. 
A Novel in Three Convulsions. 
I. 

About a week ago a young man rushed out of 
Russell Sage’s office, with a flush in his cheek, 
fire in his eye, and seven cents in his pocket. 
He rushed to a broker and whispered hurriedly 
in his ear. The broker smiled, and pressed the 
young man’s hand. The young man skipped 
the orange-peel. 

Il. 

It was evening; the same young man was 
whispering to a. lovely maiden, He pressed the 
lobe of her left ear with the thirteen well waxed 
hairs on his upper lip, and murmured: 

‘‘My darling, my fortune is made. I had 
the point direct, and I have sold 1,000 Hanni- 
bal and St. Joe short at 87.” 

“« My precious,” she replied, ‘‘ you have done 
nobly. You shall marry me, and buy me a new 
palpitator in the sweet spring days.” 

Il. 

It was the evening of Tuesday, September 
6th. The young man was rushing up Chatham 
street. He entered a pawnshop, and pledged 
his girl’s watch for $3. Then he went down in 
Nassau street, and bought a toy pistol. And he 
toyed with it. Gone to meet his great-grand- 
father. 

Hannibal and St. Joe went up to 132. 

—Financial and Mining News. 

ANOTHER Nihilistic outrage 1s reported. 
Some fiend in human shape has sent the Czar 
a volume of Oscar Wilde’s poems, He will 
read the poems, his reason will totter on its 
throne, and then he will become an easy victim 
to his enemies. We didn’t suppose the Nihil- 
ists could conceive of a more devilish engine 
of destruction than a dynamite bomb, but it 
seems we were mistaken.— Boston Post. 





‘I’m all played out,” is a common complaint. If you 
feel so, get a box or bottle of Kidney-Wort and take it, and you 
will at once feel its tonic power. It renews the healthy action of 
the kidneys, bowels and liver, and restores natural life and 
strength to the weary body.—7imes. 





Sportsmen and Excursionists, 
don’t forget to order of your grocer a supply of Hub Punch to 
take with you. 


THE 
GREAT GERMAN 


REMEDY 
RHEUMATISM, 
NEURALGIA, 
SCIATICA, 
LUMBAGO, 
BACKACHE, 


GouT, 
SORENESS 


CHEST, 


SORE THROAT, 
QUINSY, 
SWELLINGS 


AND 


SPRAINS, 
FROSTED FEET 


AND 


EARS, 


General Bodily Pains, 
TOOTH, EAR 


AND 


HEADACHE, 


ALL OTRER PALNS 


ACHES. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. Jacops OIL as a SAFE, 
SURK, SIMPLE and CHEAP External Remedy. A trial entails 
but the comparatively saiding outlay of 50 Cents, and every 
one suffering with pain can have cheap and positive proof of 


its claims. ))RECTIONS IN ELEVEN LANGUAGES. 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN MEDICINE, 
A. VOGELER & CO. 
Baltimore, Md., U. 8S. A. 


THOS. BAILEY Plumber and Practical 








CHEW! 
GOLD COIN TOBACCO, 


yuu. CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR Gth AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


M° CANN’S HATS 


$2.90 FOR A $5.00 SILK HAT. 
$1.75 FOR A $2.50 SOFT HAT. 
$2.40 FOR A $3.50 DERBY HAT. 


218 BOWERY. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN 


USE. 
p : Nl wee Wos.:048, 14, 130, 933, 162. 
For SatE BY ALL STATIONERS. 
ESTERBROOK STEBL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John &t., New York. 


A. S. Flandrau & Co. 


CHEW! 

















Fine Carriages. 


The Largest Stock in the City. 


The Lowest Prices for Cash. 
ROCKAWAYS, LANDAUS, BROUGHAMS, 
VICTORIAS, PHATONS, ROAD WAGONS. 


372 & 374 Broome Street. 


EPPS’S COCOA. 


10th Avenue. cor. 15ist St., N. Y. 
GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


‘* By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
the operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
cacion of the fine properties of well-selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
provided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Cixi? Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CO., 
Homeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


THE LIGHT-RUNNING 


NEW HOME 


The latest improvement in Sewing Machines, combining extreme 
simplicity with great strength and durability. 
oted for fine workmanship and excellence of production. 
Does not fatigue the operator. 
Send for a set of our new CHROMO CARDS. 


JOHNSON, CLARK & CO., 
30 Union Square, New York; or Orange, Mass 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


‘Breakfast Cocos. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. Itis a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digested; 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
_ W. BAKER & COvrs 
Dorchester, Mass. 

















$72 A WEEK. $13 a day at home easily made. Costly outfit 
free. Address True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 
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BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 

An excellent appetizing tonic of 
H exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and “Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
pagne, and to all summer drinks. 
‘| ~ 4 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the > article, manufactured 
by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & 


SONS. 
J. W. HANCOX, Sole Ag’t 


anqvoruns BNE® €651 Broadway, N. Y. 


















31 Broadway, New York. 
Price, Per Case, (One Dozen)................+0+ $6.00 





D. G. YUENGLING, JR.’S 


EXTRA FINE 


DOUBLE BEER 


competes with the best of Imported Brands. 


BREWERY, 
NEWLY BUILT, WITH ALL a MODERN IMPROVE: 
MENTS, 


Cor. 128th St..and 10th Ave., N. Y. 


THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 








M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 


The J. 
No. 724 BROADWAY, 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 
The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 

OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CoO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and NEW YORK. 


SHE murmured to Adolphus, while her eyes 
were all a-dream, 

“‘T hear the merry jingle of the pedler of ice- 
cream’’ ; 

But she looked as black as thunder, and her 
rapture did explode, 

When she learned the bell was jingled by a 
heifer down the road. 

—PUucK. 


Then said Adolphus to her, with a twinkle in 
his eye: 

‘¢ My love, you were not far from right. I pray 
you do not sigh; 

Although the merry, tinkling bell was not the 
pedler’s, pet, 

We’ll follow up this young bovine, and heifer 
nice cream, yet. 

—FVawcob Strauss. 


The heifer suddenly turned tail—this tale is 
strictly true: 

“T have no ice-cream, friends,”’ said she; ‘‘ but 
here are horns for two.’’ 

The fair one did not fancy these--it certainly 
was rough; 

She oped her mouth—Adolphus had a nice 
scream, sure enough. 

—Boston Transcript, 


TuIs is a remarkable month, that’s a fact. 
It is nearly two week’s old, and not one of our 
exchanges has printed George Arnold’s poem 
on “September.” It is the first time that such 
a thing occurred in fifteen years.—Boston Post. 





[Monroe (Mich.) Commercial.] 

Mr. Clarence B. Stoddard, the druggist, informed us 
that Mr. Louis Hope, a sufferer with rheumatism for a 
number of years, obtained the greatest relief by the use 
of St. Jacobs Oil. 


Ten drops of Angostura Bitters impart a delicious flavor 
to all cold drinks and prevent all Summer Diseases, Try it and 
you will never be without it, but be sure to get the world-renowned 
Angostura manufactured only by DR. J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 














COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 
The Bicycle has proved itself to be a perma- 
nent, practical road vehicle, and the number 
in daily use is rapidly increasing. Professional 








| 





and business men, seekers after health or pleas---SN 
ure, all join in bearing witness to its merits. FA SS 





Send 3c. stamp for catalogue with price list 
THE POPE M’F’G Co., 
46 Summer St., Boston, Mass. 








M. H. MOSES & Co., 


75, '77, '79 & 81 VESEY ST. 


TEAS, COFFEES, 
FANCY AND STAPLE 
GROCERIES. 


SEND FOR PRICE-LIST. 


$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $s, Outfit Free. 
Address, H. Hatrett & Co., Portland, Maine. 














DO NOT THINK that Sapolio is a FANCY ARTICLE 
because it is put up in an attractive style. 

It will do more Work and will do it better than 
Three Cakes of any MINERAL or SCOURING 
Soap ever made. 





BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP 


FOR ALL 


HOUSE CLEANING PURPOSES. 
IT WILL CLEAN 


Paint, Marble, Oil Cloths, Bath Tubs, Crockery, Kitchen 
Utensils, Windows, &c. 


IT WILL POLISH 
Tin, Brass, Copper and Steel Wares of all kinds better than 
Emery or Rotten Stone—ASK FOR IT—Take nothing as a 
substitute for it—It is the Best and Cheapest Scouring Soap. 





TRY HAND SAPOLIO 


for an everyday Toilet and Bath Soap—It has no equal. 


Grocers and Druggists Sell our Goods. 
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CLEAR or MIXED 


Cooled on Ice, | With Fine Ice, 


ADELICIOUS DRINK 


(Pure and Wholesome) 


For use in Families, Hotels, 
Clubs, Pienics, Parties, etc. 


HUB PUNCH 


READY ON OPENING, 


The thing needed in wine cellars. 





Delightful as an after-dinner 
Cordial, and a refreshing Bev- 
erage when mixed with Water, 
Soda, Lemonade, Cold Tea, 
Milk, etc. 





“ Like nectar.’’— Boston Courier. 

** Delicious.” —Boston Transcript. 

** Invaluable for a little treat. 

Many lack the savorfr Sarre to brew Punch. 

Hub Punch is indispensable wherever 
known.” —Sfirit of the Times, a. 3. 


Hub Punch owes its Popularity to the pur- 
rd and exquisite flavor of its components. 
The delicious, cooling juice of selected Limes 
and Lemons united as prime ingredients 
with Choice Imported Liquors in this de- 
lightful article, imparts a tonic quality, 
highly approved by physicians. 


CAUTION.—The Wide Popularity of HUB PUNCH has 
to the appearance of inferior imitations composed of cheap, 
deleterious material, and utterly unworthy of patronage. Retect 
these and see that you obtain the genuine, with the name or 
“THE HUB PUNCH REGISTERED" —élown in the glass, 
also the name of the proprietors under the capsule over the cork 
of each bottle. All infringements will be promptly prosecuted. 


Sold by Grocers, Wine Merchants and Druggists. 
C. H. GRAVES & SONS, Prop’s, Boston, Mass. 








D. A, MAYER, Importer, 
526 Broadway, and 108 & 105 E. 14th St., N. ¥. 


Hungarian 
Wines. 


The only House in the 
United States where 
Hungaria Wines are 
sold, which has been 
Awarded for “Purity” 
and “Superior Qual- 
ity” by the Centennial 
Commissioners, 1876 

No connection with 


\ any other House in the 
; United States, 


Lnhenser Bust BreWiNg ASSOC. 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s cele. 
brated Beer, which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hall, and in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 
wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L. & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 
49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 


DECKER 'S 






















POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY,.NEW YORK. 


DO YOUR OWN PRINTIN 


resses and outfits from $3 to $500 
Over 2,000 styles of type. Catalogue and 
reduced price list free. 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 


IE. OKI a, 
STEAM PAMPHLET & BOOK BINDER, 


No. 51 BEEKMAN STREET. 
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PUCK. 





No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


[3=s- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KANO X, 


THE HATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
«Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! en 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable FEY AA *¥"*&¥% can be found in every city in the U. S: 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 





Send one, two, three, or five dol- 
lars for a sample box, by express, cf 
the best Candies in America, put up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison Street, Chicago. 
J This article is not only a 
4 Pp fragrant and exquisite cosmetic, 
but also speedily removes Sun- 
burn, Tan, Freckles, Pimples, 
Sallowness, Blotches, etc., \eav- 
ing the skin soft and fair, and 
adds great beauty to the Com- 
PLEXION. Sold by all druggists. 
Pp » A » L 590 cents per bottle. 
° 7 Beware of imitations. 
CHAMPLIN & CO., Props., Buffalo, N. Y. 
ERVOUS DEBILITY, VITAL WEAKNESS 
and PROSTRATION, — overwork, etc., is radi- 
cally and prompaiy cured 4 Hump hreys’ omceo- 
pathic Specific No. 28. Been in use 20 years, and is 
the most successful remedy known. Price $1 per vial, or 5 
vials and vail of powder for $5, sent post free on receipt of price. 
Humphreys’ Homeopathic Medicine Co 
109 Fulton Street, New York. 
with CATARRE CATARRH 
anv SUFFE or BRONCHITIS 
Wickteteans Relief, I can furnish means of 
Permanent and Positive Cure, | 
Rev. T. P. Spuee Remedies are the ou wth of 
his own experience he first obeyed the migncticn 
- Physicisa oat thyself.’ His treatment int e only 
Home Treatment”, ‘Thousand of Testimonials Valu- 
.P. OHILDS, Troy, 


able treatise sent free. Rev. T 0. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS, 
GLOVES, UMBRELLAS, UNDERWEAR, de, 


Samples and Glrouless mailed free. 


KEEP Saas COMPANY, 
STORE 
412 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
637 & 1193 BROADWAY, and 80 NASSAU ST., NEW YORK. 


WI/ 
Kk pers 
LINEN® 


* Oninasee 


ees" 
ARET SALE+ 


EVERYWHERE. 




















































RECENTLY it seems to us as though a number 
of people throughout this country have nothing 
to do but write postal cards to newspaper pub- 
lishers, asking for a sample copy of their paper. 
Perhaps these people think we are publishing a 
paper just to wear out our young life, but that 
is where they fall into a common error. We 
are trying to acquire a competence, so that we 
can carrya summer cane and have a special 
mug at the barber-shop, with our monogram on 
it, and that is why we ask pay for things some- 
times when it seems unladylike and eccentric. 
People who enclose stamps will be waited upon 
just as soon as the mailing brigade can catch 
up a little; but those who enclose a chunk of 
taffy in a postal card, and look for this price- 
less repository of electrotyped brain, will 
anxiously watch through the gloaming till a late 
hour, but they will wait in vain.— Boomerang. 


FIcTION is the name of a newventure, edited 
and published by the Puck family. It is de- 
voted exclusively to stories of a purely origi- 
nal character, and already gives encouraging 
promise of success, It is edited with marked 
ability.—/V. V. Commercial Advertiser. 


THE late Lorenzo Delmonico was the great- 
est Secretary of the Interior that ever lived.— 
Elmira Eree Press, 
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The Greatest Healing Agent and 
Pain Conqueror in the World. 
‘SUuUOTUNnG ‘Solld ‘UISIZUUINOYY sean 








Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 

The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowe] complaints; 
a sure specific against Dyspepsia. Fever and Ague, &c. A 
fine cordial in itself, if taken pure. Itis also most excellent 
for mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence. 

L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St.. N. Y. 











[Rochester Sentinel.] 
‘Buckwheat Cakes and the Measles.” 

When a young husband had gone from home, and with 
fond solicitude telegraphed his little wife: ** What have 
you for breakfast, and how’s the baby?” he received the 
brief, suggestive reply: ‘‘ Buckwheat Cakes and the 
Measles.” We have the report of a case in our midst, 
not where Measles was in the bill of fare, but where Sci- 
atic Rheumatism confined Mr. J, Dawson, the well-known 
druggist, to his room for a long period. It was stated to 
our reporter in the following words: ** The senior of this 
firm was attacked with Sciatica Rheumatism December 
last, and for four weeks could scarcely leave his room. 
He used St. Jacobs Oil, and is now able to be at his 
place of business, feeling no worse for his recent afflic- 
tion.” The inference is convincing. 


LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
Are Stampep ‘‘ Lyon, MAKER,”’ AND ARE ONLY For SALE By 
First-Ciass DEALERs. 








ARNHEIM 


The Tailor, 


190 & 192 BOWERY, cor. SPRING ST., 


NEW YORK CITY. 


Sar Be careful of Imitators, and note the Number of our Estab- 
lishment, as we have no connection whatever with any other 
House on the Bowery... 


Fine Cassimere Pants, Made to Order- -$4.00 
Elegant Suits, Made to Order. -- - - - - $16.00 


ARTISTIC CUTTING. 
SAMPLES, FASHION PLATE, AND RULES FOR SELF- 
MEASUREMENT SENT FREE ON APPLICATION. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston Street, 


AN 
189 to 151 Bowery, New York. 
Pants to order...... ..... oy ba $10. 


Suits to order.............. to 940. 
Fall and Winter Seissaae mS 15. up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. 


$777 a Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 











Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S. sth Ave. & Wooster St., "New York 


Bargains in every department. 
American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, = and >. 












scription neatly execu G 
any part of the U.S. New Dlustreted Price List. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


STEAMER SYLVAN GROVE, 
Connecting with 
TRAINS VIA GREENPOINT, 
Leaves Pier foot of 23d St., East River, for MANHATTAN 
a 245» 9245, 10:45 A. M., and half-hourly from 11:15 A. M. 
to 8:4 

Toons’ leave Manhattan Beach at 7:35, 10, rr:05 A. M., 12:05, 
12:30, 1:05 P. M., and 15 and 30 minutes past each hour till 8:30 
v. f., 9:08, 9:30 and 10:35 P. M. 

Steamers D. R. MARTIN and ee. COLLYER, 
connecting with trains via BAW RIDGE, leave Pier foot of 
WHITEHALL ST., terminus of elevated roads, half-hourly from 
g:10 A. M. to g:z0 P.M. Trains leave Manhattan Beach at 8: 10, 
g:10 A. M., and half-hourly from ro:10 A. M. to 10:10 P. M. 

ALL TRAINS STOP AT ENTRANCE TO CONEY ISLAND 
JOCKEY CLUB RACE-COURSE. 


GRAND CONCERTS BY GILMORE’S FAMOUS BAND, as- 
sisted by WALTER EMERSON, solo os and other eminent 
soloists, under the direction of Mr. P. . GILMORE, EVERY 
AFTERNOON and EVENING. 


Excursion Tickets for Manhattan Beach at all Elevated Rail- 
way Stations. Price, Sixty Cents., INCLUDING FARE ON 








ELEVATED RAILROADS. 


Sr ERE 


THE Acts at the Same Time on 


The Liver, the Bowels, 


and the Kidneys. 

These great organs are the natural cleansers 
of thesystem. If they work well, health will be 
perfect; if they become cl dreadful dis- 
eases are sure to follow with 


Pg — erg SUFFERING. 


Dyspepela, Jaundice, 
Gonaipai Piles," Kedney Co mplaints, 
Diabetes, RF ic 


are developed because the blood is hw with 
the humors that should be e: naturally. 


KIDNEY-WORT WILL RESTORE 


action and all these destroying 
banished si lect themand you 
Try, it it and you 

heart. 

Why suffer longer from¢he torment ofaneching back # 
Why bear such distress from Constipation and Piles@ 
NEY-WokT willcureyou. Try apackageat 

te itis put up in le F 
Cans package o makessix quarts 
Ff —y Also in Liquia Form, very Con- 
goatee ted forthose who cannot y. prepare 
It acts with effici in either form. 
YOUR DRUGGIST HAS IT. CE 61.0€. 
WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Prop’s; 
(Willsend thedry post-paid.) BURLINGTON, VT. 


melideriiiail are tie Eee 
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AMERICAN 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST, 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine On ty IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 


110 Reade Street, New York. 








TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three —. For particulars address with stamp to 
. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 


$5 to $20 Riicc stinton & Co Portland, Maite. 






















































































PUCK. 








DECKER 


BROTHERS? 


PIA NOB, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 





WEBER. 


MANUFACTURER OF 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


LVPIEAIIN O S. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WARERHROOMS: 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 


THE ORGUINETTE 








Is THE MOST WONDERFUL So IN 
STRUMENT IN THE WO 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos ana! ana Reed apes may all be seen 

operating mechanically as Orguirettes, sical Cabinets, and 
a ae at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world, 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts., NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 












Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, aa Send for Cirealar. 
First Prize Medal, WAT 
Vienna, 1873. * C. E5r Ss, 
Manufacturer of 


Meerschaum Pipes, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &co., 
Wholesule and Retail. Repairing done. Circular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 
Tactories: No. 69 Walker Street and Vienna. 


New Model, Top Snap, 
seas So ANP 








sHot Cun, 


Ithasa Patent Top Snap Action, by means of 
which the gus Va S. byte the lever either to 
the right or Fic; an Improvement found in no othergun. It 
has the Reboundin & Lock » Which ensures safety in 
Pistol ¢ ri ip 4 ie other | on es is = the 
r) i] an ePaten ‘e- 
Fase Bre ‘eae of — Beene ie Siena 
oo. wet be from the stock in an instant, an 

bo uickly rep leced. ‘theahelle used in this gun are the cen- 
tral fire, paper or brass. The brass shells can be reloaded 
many times. Prices 5 Fi Plain pareeie 12bore, $15.00; Plain 
Barrels, 10 bore, $1 Twist }. 12 bore, $18.00; Twist 
JGHN'Y.10 10 pore, 19.00. . i rene tats Rete 

VS, Gun Dealers, Mass. 

Bend camp for Illustrated Catalogues. 





SOCIETY NEWS. 


Mr. McGilligan will leave for his Australian 
tour as soon as his other shirt comes from 
the wash. As this will not be until Wednesday, 
the Pacific Mail Company have kindly offered 
to hold the steamer over one day. 

Miss Crockfull, the billionairess, stubbed her 
toe on a nail in the sidewalk on Mission Street, 
at sixteen minutes past four, last Wednesday 
afternoon. A prominent jeweler is now work- 
ing the nail up into scarf-pins. That is, the 
iron nail. 

Mrs. Van Less gave a charming afternoon 
tea on Friday afternoon, in honor of the recov- 
ery of her pug dog, ‘‘Schnapps,’”’ from the 
mange. 

Mr. Reddy Guppey returned yesterday from 
the East per steamer “ El] Capitan.’’ He re- 
ports another house going up in East Oakland. 

Miss Maud S.’s engagement to Mr. Mam- 
brino Hambletonian is now reported to be 
off. 

Mr. Bonanza Guff, son of the capitalist, 
desires us to contradict the report that he is 
employed by the city as lamp-post tester and 
polisher. Mr. Guff is a gentleman of inele- 
gant leisure. 

Mr. Jack Drinkspinner is confined to his bed 
by a severe cold. It seems that while Mr. D. 
was bathing at Alameda, last Sunday, some 
sneak-thieves got away with his clothes, com- 
pelling him to walk home inside of a barrel,— 
San Francisco Post, 


Marvin’s fifteenth wife reports from Min- 
nesota. The returns are coming in slowly. A 
few districts in Florida remain to be heard 
from, but is probably safe to say he is elected 
—to serve a good long term in the peniten- 
tiary.— Oi City Derrick. 

FRANCE has 40,000,000 hens. We have not 
yet taken the hensus of the United States, but 
we can no doubt beat those figures in Mas- 
sachusetts alone.—V. Y. Commercial Advertisir. 





Wicked for Clergymen. 





Rev. ——, Washington, D.C., writes: “I believe it to be all 
wrong and even wicked for clergymen, or other public men, to be 
led into giving testimonials to quack doctors or vile stuffs called 
medicines, but when a really meritorious article made of valuable 
remedies known to all, that all a use and trust in daily, 
we should freely commend it. I therefore cheerfully and heartily 
commend Hop Bitters for the good they have done me and m 
friends, firmly believing they have no equal for family use. I wilt 
not be without them.” —New York Baptist Weekly. 


BEATTYW’S wer — — em sets vee 
only ° anos, 
Ins. Catalogue, F nz. Address, BEATTY, Weskinton N. 5. 


H. WALDSTEIN, 


EXPERT OPTICIAN, 


41 Union Square, New York. 
Eyes FitTep with Surrasie Grasses. Consultation, inqui 
and correspondence solicited from those whose sight is impaired. 
Fretp, MarinE, Opera and Tourists Grasses of superior 
quality, and a choice assortment of Orpricat Goons at moderate 
prices. Artificial Human Eyes. Send for Catalogue. 














Boilers, ete. 
and Force 


driving 


= water, 
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following 





Flax, Hemp, Jute, Ro 
Sole souk. i for Mayher’ s New 
rce Pump combined. Also owner and exclusive manufacturer of 


The New Baxter Patent Portable Steam Engine. 


These engines are admirably adapted to all kinds of light power for 


PRINTING PRESSES, 


peepee 1844. 


J OSEPH < Cc. TODD, 


cessor to 


TODD & RAFFERTY, PATERSON, N. J., 
Engineer and Machinist. 


pe, Oakum, and Bagging Machinery, Steam Engines, 
Patent Acme £ Steam 4 


wood, grinding coffee, ginning i and a!l 


en ero and mechanical purposes, and are furnished at the 
ow prices : 


1 Horse Power, $150 
2 Horse Power, 245 
8 Horse Power, 290 


Send for descriptive circular. Address 
J. C. TODD, Paterson, N. J., 
Qr No. 10 Barclay St., New York. 


114 Horse Power, $190 
21¢ Horse Power, 275 
4 Horse Power, 350 


FICTION. 


‘‘Clear, Wholesome, Pure and Clever.” 


32 Pages. Published Every Monday. 


10 CTS, PER COPY. $4.00 PER YEAR. 


ivo. 4 Contains: 
THE CouNT DA FossAa—(Complete.) 
JEANNE—Chapters XIV. to XVI.—(To be continued.) 
THE PROFEsSOR’s COURTSHIP— (Complete. ) 
MEROPE’s MITTENS—Part IT.—(Concluded.) 
Love IN A CASTLE—(Complete.) 
A SEAL-SKIN SACQUE— (Complete. ) 


Likely to thrive.—. Y. Herald. 

Fresh and vigorous.—-Boston Times. 

Of an excellent order of literature.—. H. Register. 

Will undoubtedly prove a great success.—WV. Y. Ex- 
press. 

It is edited with marked ability—M. Y. Commercial 
Advertiser. 

It supplies just what the people want and must haye.— 
Rochester Express. 

Devoted entirely to original and wholesome American 
stories.— Norristown Herald. 

The initial number does credit to the publishers of 
Puck.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 

If enterprise and good taste can achieve success, FIc- 
TION is sure to do so.— WV. Y. Graphic. 

The new and charming story paper * full 
of inte resting narratives.— Hackensack Republican. 

Promises to win a good name for itself if quality and 
enterprise are appreciated.— Philadelphia American. 

FICTION is a new departure from the stereotyped story- 
paper, and will undoubtedly prove a great success.— 
N. Y. Express. 

An appetizing publication in every way * * * 
appealing to refined tastes, and displaying a high order 
of literary merit.— Pittsburgh Chronicle. 

FICTION is written by Americans for Americans; it is 
clear, wholesome, pure and clever, and ought to cut into 
the sales of the old English reprints and bad French 
translations which make up the so-called “libraries”? now 
so popular.—. Y. Star. 

Eminently fitted to create a taste for a better class of 
reading among the lovers of romance. The stories, while 
being, highly interesting, are at the same time pure and 
dignified in style and conception, and contain nothing 
that is pernicious. — Co/umdus Sunday Capital. 

The first attempt ever made to supply the American 
public with sound and wholesome romantic literature, 
and something far removed from the flash sensationalism 
of the weekly story-papers, and the cheap sentimentality 
that characterizes many of our magazines.— Sunday 
Courter. 

A publication which seems bound to attain an extensive 
popularity is the new weekly of Messrs. Keppler & 
Schwarzmann, entitled Ficrion. Each number contains 
thirty-two pages of convenient form, admirably printed, 
and containing only stories. Most of these stories appear 
to be original,* and all of them are interesting. Some 
are continued from week to week, and others are com- 
pleted in one number. Excellent judgment is displayed 
in the selection of these narratives.—V. Y. Sun. 


* * # 


7 


* Every line in Fiction 1s, and always will be, absolutely ori 
ginal. Kerrcer & SCHWARZMANN, 
Publishers Fiction, 





“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 


Fufly illustrated, bound in cloth. Price 25 
Sen ip SENT TO ANY PART OF TE : U. 8. 
THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
{S Ann St. New York. 








JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 


oLoBrALL OEALERS THRovuGHouT Int WORLC 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878. 











LovE Is BLIsD—Chapters XIV.to XVII.—(To be cont’d.}, 
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A NEVER-ENDING “JOB.” 


Pucx.—Gentlemen, it seems to me you have few workmen for such a big bridge. 
BROOKLYN BripGE DirEcTors.—Well, you see, we are waiting for more “steel !”’ 


. 





